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Tn these pages I-venture to offer some specimens of 
translations from the minor Greek poets. It has not 
been easy to make a satisfactory selection. Many fine 
Ree have already been rendered into English verse. 

'o give only those, or to have given none of them, 
would have equally exposed me to objections of some 
consequence which I am anxious to avoid. I have 
pursued a middle course. Nearly two-thirds of the 
following are, I believe, new. I have sought to vary 
them as much as possible, both in subject and in style. 
“From grave to gay” seemed to me a better guide 
than to mass all the poems of the same author or of 
the same class together. They form, such as they are, 
but a small portion of the materials for a larger work, 
which would have comprised, as a first part, a com- 
plete version of the pieces—808 in number—in Pro- . 
fessor Edwards’ well-selected and judiciously-an- 
notated ErrgraMMaTA Graca ; while, in a second, I 
should have given probably as many more derived from 
ANALECTA in use at Universities and public schools, of 
course not neglecting the greater collections of Jacobs 
and of Bruncke. But at first it seems wiser to venture 
on a small scale only. I do not claim to bea Greek 
scholar. Greek Anthology is, however, a favourite 
subject with me. I have carefully studied, and, I 
believe, correctly rendered every line I have translated. 
Perhaps, in such an attempt, a critical and complete 
knowledge of the original is less required than that its 
spirit and sense should be faithfully conveyed in an 
agreeable form to the general reader. It is this at 
which I have principally aimed. If I have done so 
with any success it is for others to judge. 


RG. M. 
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GREEK ANTHOLOGY. 


APOLLONIS. 


O news heart-breaking! in the wintry wave 
O’erwhelm’d, Meltinna’s son has met his grave. 
Distracted, as she pac’d the sea-beat shore, 

A floating form the conq’ring billows bore ; 
Symbol of her own loss, with sorrow wild, 
She ran, clasp’d, claim’d it as indeed her child. 
But, from a prosp’rous voyage, safe at last, 

To a fair port had Dion’s good ship past. 
What different fates two doating mothers met, 
For them, alas! what lots unequal set : 

For this, the dead one lives, the lost is won, 
That sees not e’en the cold corpse of her son. 





THYILLUS. 


Our dancer with the castanets, Aristion, ‘neath the pine 
Who tost her elfin locks on high to Cybelé divine ; 
Our handmaid of the lotus-horn, successively who 


quaff’d 


Thrice of the potent purple wine a cup at ev'ry draught, 
Resteth below these elm trees now. O never more 


shall she 


Delight in love, nor, pausing, pant from midnight 


pee On, Tree 
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Banquet and madd’ning dance, farewell | Low lies she, 
once who breath’d 

A witchery, a balin o’er all, with flow’rs her temples 
wreathd ! 


TH. UNCERTAIN. 


Unsinning, by my parents was I got ; 

Born, Hades is my miserable lot ! 

O deadly union whence I drew my breath ! 
Unwilling life which ushers hateful death ! 
From nothing born, again to be as then ! 
Nothing, yea, nothing, is the race of men. 
Friend, of the sparkling cup what still remains 
Hand me: wine brings oblivion of all pains. 





Ww. UNCERTAIN. 


I was once the field of Jones : 

Me now Smith as master owns ; 

And again [ll pass away 

From Smith to White, from White to Gray. 
That one thought me his for ever, 

This one thinks to losc me never, 

I’m entirely no one’s right, 

Left, lost, at Fortune’s smile or spite. 





Vy. MACEDONIUS THE CONSUL. 


Ceas’d now his ocean toils, an anchor round 
His leaded net the old Amyntor bound, 

And said to Neptune, in the salt sea swell 
While from his dim eyes many a big tear fell : 
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<Blest onc | thou know’st me frail; old age and ill 
Finds in limb-wasting want its comrade still ; 

Yet feed the poor old man, but from the plain 

Feed now, O Ruler of the land and main.” 





VIL AGATHIAS. 


O union blest | Letoius and Paulus, brothers both, 

In life by common links were bound of mutual love 
and troth, 

Had common threads of kindred fate, and, near the 
sounding shore 

Of Bosphorus, in common dust by Nature were cloth’d 
over ; 

On earth from one another they unable to divide, 

Went down to gloomy Proserpine together side by side. 

Of pair so perfect o’er the tomb an altar sure were meet 

To Unanimity. Farewell, congenial souls and sweet ! 





Vi. SOLON. 


Bright seed of Memory and Olympian Jove, 
Pierian Muses, hear me while I pray ! 
Grant me, if so it please the Gods above, 
Fair fame and happiness while here I stay, 
Sweet to my friends to be and stern to foes, 
Respected still by these and fear’d by those. 
Wealth would I have, yet not unjustly hold, 
Eternal punishment waits ill-got gold. 
God-given riches stable are and pure, 
And firm from base to pinnacle endure. 
That which men honour is of insolence sprang, 
Lawless and wasteful, by injustice wrung. 
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Loth to obey, in no just limits fix’d, 

And with misfortune often quickly mix’d. 

As fire from sparks, its origin tho’ small, 

The end at length produces pain to all: 

On earth the reign of insolence and wrong, 

So Jove has order’d it, lasts never long. 

But, suddenly as clouds that fall away 

Before the blasts of Spring, which, in their sway, 
Shake to its depths the billowy boundless deep, 
And from fair earth in desolation sweep 

Its brightest works of corn and fruit, and then 
Mount to God’s seat and clear the skies agen, 
While o’er the glist’ning sward the sunbeams pour 
Softly, and storms are seen in heav’n no more, 
So is Jove’s vengeance,—not alike on all, 

As that of man, does his sharp anger fall. 





Vir. PAULUS SILENTIARIUS. 


To thee of myriad garlands bright these rifled leaves 
and flow’rs— 

To thee the broken wassail-cups that quench’d my 
better pow’rs— 

To thee the ringlets dropping myrrh—but sorry spoils 
they be 

Of love-struck Anaxagoras—all in the dust for thee, 

Lais, for thee, all, all laid low! Oft neath thy lattice light, 

Vain watcher, with my comrades young, I’ve pass’d 
the livelong night, 

But fav’ring smile or friendly sign or pleasant promise 
ne’er, 

Nor sanguine word of honied hope to solace me came 
there ; 
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Alas! alas! frail now I leave each theme of love and 
mirth, 

And blame the beauty of the maid whom nought can 
move on earth. — 


Ix, UNCERTAIN. 


Trav'tler, here thrown upon the velvet sward, 
Rest your linibs soften’d by long labours hard ; 
The pine tree, by the breath of Zephyr stirr’d, 
Shall soothe you, and the tettix’ song be heard. 
The shepherd on the hill his midday strain 
Plays near a fount, or ‘neath a shaggy plane 
Flees the fierce autumn sun, To-morrow you 
Shall pass the grove. To Pan pay rev’rence due. 





x. THEMISTIUS. 


Seated on a celestial car, hast thou 

To one of silver learnt thy soul to bow ? 
Infinite shame! when lower greater known, 
Thou in ascending art inferior grown. 

Come, by descending, Heav’n’s ascent be won, 
Since by ascending thy descent begun. 





XL NICARCHUS. 


The stingy wretch had hung himself to-day, 
But for the rope he grudg’d so much to pay: 
Thinking its cost at sixpence all too high, 

He drown’d himself that so he need not buy. 


os 


XI CALLIMACHUS. 


Oft seek the girls of Samos’ isle 
At Crethis’ side to be ; 
Tales had she many, mix’d in her 
Best innocence and glee, 
Their sweetest fellow-weaver she, 
Still o’er her needle gay, 
Sleeps soundly here the common sleep— 
A debt which all must pay. 





X10. PHILIP. 


Where in Thermopyle’s ensanguin’d pass, 
Smiling in death, lay great Leonidas, 

Slow by the martyr’d hero as he past 

Xerxes his purple mantle o’er him cast. 

Instant a voice the mighty dead returns— 
“The Persian gives it and the patriot spurns ; 
The traitor’s recompense is not for me ; 

My tomb’s sole honour let my good shield be. 
Tyrant, take back thy gift, and let me go 

Pure and unstain’d, as Spartan should, below.” 





XIV. LUCILLIUS. 


Friend Erasistratus boasts oft his fine Thessalian horse, 

Whom not all spells of Thessaly can to a caper force, 

A horse of very wood, for whom, if all the Phrygians 
joined 

With all the Grecks, at Sccea’s gate they entrance 
ne’er could find. 

Me if you heed, present him soon an offering to some 
shrine, 

And for your little children make his oats in gruel fine. 


st 


XV. LUCILLIUS 


’Gainst the light cavalry of frogs or fleas, 
Dog-flies, or grasshoppers, or mice, should we 
An army raise, fear Caius ; against these 
Worthy to fight, our choice may fix on thee : 
But, if we need an army of brave men— 
No war with cranes have Romans—fear not then. 





XVL SAPPILO. 


The moon and Pleiades have set, 
Midnight is in the sky ; 

Past is the hour—he comes not yet: 
Lovesick, alone, [ lie. 





XVIL CARPHYLIS. 


One from the shore who fish’d with line and hook, 
The bald head of a shipwreckt stranger took. 
Pitying the trunkless dead, his kindness gave, 
Tho’ dug with spadeless hand, a decent grave, 
And digging found—O may the just still reap 
Such prize of piety—a golden heap! 





XVUI. G#TULICUS. 


Alcon, a father, round his infant young 

Seeing a deadly snake that fiercely clung, 

Bent his stout bow with trembling hand yet true, 
And thro’ its mouth the hissing serpent slew. 
Then, sav’d his child, his arms against this oak 
He plac’d, as emblems of his fortunate stroke. 


XIX. UNCERTAIN. 


O, Rhea, mother mine! whose car the Phrygian lions led 

Thro’ Dindymus, that mountain hoar, whose heights 
the Myst tread ; 

All that erewhile his madness stung, when gongs were 
beat, to thee 

Has soft Alexis offered up, now from his fury free ; 

Free from the cymbals’ clashing sharp, the brazen 
tube’s hoarse roar, 

For which the slaughter’d calf has bent the horn its 
forehead bore ; 

Free from the hollow-sounding drum, the knife made 
red with blood, 

And from the stain’d and frantic hair like restless 
snakes that stood, 

O, Mistress, smile upon our pray’r! Who in his youth 


was mad, 

Cause him to cease in hoary age from wild excess and 
had. 

XX. PHILIP. 


Lo! the sail-loving ship whose brazen prore 

The brunt of fight at fatal Actium bore ; 
Wax-nourisht bees now hive their honey there, 
And buzzing swarms the flow’ry tribute bear : 
Best profit this of our good Czesar’s laws, 

From arms of foes the fruits of peace that draws. 





XXI. MARCUS ARGENTARIUS. 


Being rich, you loves had many, 
Being poor, you’re without any. 
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Stale the truth, the reason sure, 

Poverty is passion’s cure. 

Wonder not that now of her, 

Who call’d you late her very myrrh, 

Her beautiful, her own Adonis, 

Your name, Sosicrates, scarce known is ; 

With a cold unconscious stare, 

She asks “ Who, whence, your country where?” 
‘Crue the lesson is, tho’ hard, 

Failing purse, of friends debarr’d. 


XXIL ; RUFINUS. 


A. wreath I send for Rhodoclea’s hair, 

Twin’d by my hands of fragrant flow’rs and fair : 
The lily, rose, anemone still wet, 

Narcissus pale, and purple violet ; 

Wear it, but oh! all pride apart be laid, 

Thy youth now blooming, flow’r-like too, shall fade. 





XXIIL ETRUSCUS OF MESSENE. 


Ono ship of life and death brought here the son 
Of Hieroeles, its double duty done, 

When living it maintained him, burnt him dead, 
With hin for fish, with him to Hades sped ; 
Thus the blithe fisherman, in one good bark 
Sail’d the light seas and ran to Hades dark. 





XXIV. CALLIMACHUS. 


They told me, Heraclitus, thou wert gone 
From this our life. I wept to think thereon, 
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Rememb’ring well how oft at eve we met, 

And wateh’d the bright sun to our talking set. 
To what fair star thy spirit now is fled 

I know not. his I know, not all is dead, 

Thy songs yet live. On these Oblivion’s wing, 
Which spoils all else, its shadow ne’er shall fling. 


XXV. RUFINUS. 

Which of the brilliant three was most with grace and 
beauty rife, 

Had Rhodopé and Melité and Rhodoclea strife. 

Me for their arbiter they chose. Like Goddesses they 
stood— 

Nectar alone was wanting then—from all sides as T 
view'd ; 

But, thro’ his judgment, knowing well what troubles 
Paris found, 

Wiser than le, instead of one, I three immortals 
crown'd. 


XXVIL APOLLONIS. 


Clip the young tendrils of your beard to-day, 

The first sweet harvest of your cheeks, and lay 
Their fair growth, pray’d for long, before your sire, 
Which now for many a sun will strength acquire. 
Others bring gold, but I the joyous verse— 

O, Caius, is the Muse than money worse ? 


—_——. 


iB 
XXXVI. SIMMIAS THE THEBAN- 


Gently, where lies our Sophocles in sleep, 

Gently, green ivy with light tendrils creep ; 

There may the rose leaf too and cluster’d vine 

Climb round his honour’d tomb in graceful twine : 
Sweet were his lays, with sense and feeling fraught ; 
Alike by Muses and by Graces taught. 





XXVUL LUCILLIUS. 


Once singly to the sacred games the wrestler Milo 
came : 

Him straightway for the prize of strength the judges 
vietor name. 

He slipt as he advanced, and fell. Some cried out 
that the crown 

Should not be giv’n to one who thus alone had fallen 
down. 

He, standing in their midst, exclaimed—* Three falls 
there are, I trow, 

Once was I laid: to throw me twice let any venture 


now.” 


XXIX. ANTIPATER- 


I, blest Hermocratia, who have borne 

Twenty and nine, not one have had to mourn ; 
For at my sons no shafts Apollo drew, 

No tender daughters injur’d Dian slew : 

Rather she came and eas’d each painful bed, 

The males to healthy youth while Pheebus led. 
Justly 1 seap’d of Niobe the doom, 

Temp’rate my tongue, tho’ teeming was my womb. 
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XXX. ANTIPATER OF SIDON. 


Few were Erinna’s words, and brief her lays, 
Yet these obtain’d for her the deathless bays ; 
Therefore she is not from our memory swept, 
Nor under the dark wing of black night kept : 
But we, the myriad minstrels of to-day, 

Waste in oblivion, insect-like, away. 

Thus of one swan more joy the soft notes bring 
Than thousand jackdaws clamorous in Spring. 


XXXL UNCERTAIN. 


The denizens of Dorian Rhodes have rais’d, O Sun, 
for you, 

This vast Colossus wrought in brass which mounts 
Olympus blue, : 

When they had lull’d in summer sleep the wave of 
Enyo, 

And decked their country with the spoils of enemies 
laid low: 

For they not only o’er the sea but on the land had 
plae’d 

The gentle light of freedom by no slavery disgrae’d : 

Ancestral pow’r on sea and land of right belong’d to 
them, 

Whose glorious tree branch’d far and wide from 
Hercules’ best stem. 


XXXII. MELEAGER. 


Tears, Heliodora, e’en in earth tho’ Jaid, 
T give—all love has left—to thy dear shade : 
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Sad tears and many, streams of heart-regret, 

O’er thy lone tomb, fond memory’s tribute yet. 
Bitterly, bitterly, belov’d and lost, 

I mourn, while triumphs Acheron at my cost. 

Where’s my sweet flow’r? Wo! wo! by Hades ta‘en, 
Ta’en, and with dust its dear leaves suffer stain. 

I kneel, all-nursing mother, Earth, to thee, 

Plac’d gently in thy lap my mourn’d one be! 





XXXII. PALLADAS. 


Tantalus nothing ate: for, o’er his head 

Tho’ fruits hung tempting, from his touch they fled ; 
To drought thus hunger added no distress, 

But, wanting nourishment, his thirst was less. 

Figs, damsons, apples, had he eaten first, 

After fresh fruit how great had been his thirst. 

But we, thy guests, all kinds of salted things 

Eat, but no circling cup thy butler brings 
Therefore, O, Tantalus, at length allow, 

We suffer yet more bitterly than thou. 





XXXIV. AGATHIAS. 


"A farmer, in the ground when sown his seed, 
Ask’d an astrologer with rev’rent air, 
If favorable seasons should succeed 
And the full ears a golden harvest bear ¢ 
He, with bent fingers, mystic symbols spread 
Over a chequered board, and darkly said : 
“If earth in very deed be duly wet, 
Nor flow’rs that run to stalk alone beget, 


it 


And if the frost the furrow shall not break, 
If nor the rising sheaf the hailstorms shake, 
Nor fawns consume, nor any failure be 

Of air or earth, then, from the stars I see, 
Your harvest will be good, of weighty ear, 
And well got in. The locusts only fear.” 





XXXY. CALLIMACHUS. 


Erewhile a shiny Nautilus, tho’ now a simple shell, 

T, Venus Zephyritis, near thy sacred altar dwell, 

A votive gift from Selené. My pleasure was to sail 

O’er the blue sea as fency will’d ; and, if arose the gale, 

With mine own natural canvas spread, I lightly 
skimm’d the deep. 

But, when the smiling calm prevailed, it was my wont 
to sweep 

Onward along its level glass, row’d ever by my fect, 

TiN to my sailor nature so the sailor name scem'd meet. 

Then, bright Arsinoe ! was I flung on this far Julian 
strand, 

To be a theme of rev’rie fond in thine imperial hand, 

And not as erst—for mine no more the breath of life— 
for nie 

That the sea-loving Haleyon’s eggs deposited might be ; 

O, Zephyritis! favour show to Clino’s daughter 
young, 

Pure is her life and pious, from Zolian Smyrna sprung. 


XXXVIL ANTIPATER OF SIDON, 


Who liv’d with Love in purple and in gold, 
Softer than Cypris soft, I Lais hold, 
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Daughter of sea-girt Corinth, to the sight 

More than Pirane’s liquid erystal bright, 

The human Goddess, whose rich shrine before 
High suitors knelt than e’en to Helen more, 

For venal graces and promiscuous love. 

Fragrant the crocus still her tomb above ; 

With balmiest myrrh her cherish’d bones are wet, 
And from her glossy hair breathes incense yet. 
For her the Foam-born rends her beauteous mien, 
And Love wild sobbing in despair is seen. 

Had not her rank bed common gold secur’d, 
Greece had for her, as Helen, much endur’d. 


XXXVIL JULIAN. 


Life has by lot all pleasant paths obtaimd, 
Society’s best joys in towns are gain’d ; 

Jriefs are at home conceal’d ; delights the field, 
Voyages profit, strange lands knowledge yield. 
Like sentiments and int’rests marriage fill ; 

To the unmarried, life is free from ill. 
A father in his son a strong wall hath ; 

Fears to the childless harass not his path. 
Brav’ry in youth, in age we wisdom find. 
Be bold, O man, get sons to leave behind. 





XXXVIIL UNCERTAEN, 


How hard, O life, to end or to endure 

Thy sore oft pains which Death alone may cure. 
Nature has beauties many, pleasures boon, 

The earth, sea, stars, the bright sun, the chaste 1novn, 
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All else is fear and grief: and, should we find 
A good, its comrade ill is close behind. 





XXXIX. UNCERTAIN, 


Direct and sure, howe’er begun, 

The road to Hades is but one, 

Whether your corpse from Athens start, 
Or from far Meroé depart. 

Let it not vex you then to die, 

At distance from your native sky : 

One wind, whatever climes we roam, 
Carries us to the common home. 





XL. ALCAUS. 


Hateful to sailors is the wintry breeze : 

Sharp death Aspasius met in stormy seas. 

This, traveller, is his tomb: the Aigean waves 
Hold his erush’d corpse within their secret caves. 
Mourn’d ever of the youthful is the death, 

Most mourn’d who yields on ocean wild his breath. 





XL. CALLIMACHUS. 


We buried Menalippus here at morn : 

As set the sun, her virgin bosom torn 

By her own hand, the young Basilio lay ; 
For, plac’d upon the pyre her brother's clay, 
She brook’d not life: and thus a double blow 
Sank Aristippus’ house in deeper wo, 

While all Cyrene with their sorrow griev’d, 
So richly blest ! so wretchedly bereav’d ! 





XLIL MELEAGER. 


By Pan of Arcady, I swear 

Thy strain, Zenophila, is sweet ; 
A tender song, a thrilling air— 

Where shall I from such spells retreat ? 
On ev'ry side Loves hover round, 
E’en time to breathe is scarcely found, 
Either your music, or your grace, 

Or form, so wake in me desire, 
Or from the matchless all I trace— 

I burn, I burn with liquid fire. 





XLIIE THEOGNIS. 


Cyrnus, we wish our horses, sheep, and kine 
Should come of a good stock and healthy line. 
But men, good men, if gold they but acquire, 
Wive the weak daughter of a worldly sire. 
Women refuse not, rather choose, instead 

Of virtuous poor, with the bad rich to wed. 
Wealth, honour’d thus of all, confounds the race, 
And mingles bad with good, noble with base. 





XL1Y. THEOGNIS, 


Many poor men are good, bad many rich, 
Virtue or wealth—pause we to fix on which ¢ 
Virtue indeed’s our own and aye endures ; 
Money is sometimes mine and sometimes yours. 
A good man ever firm preserves his mind, 
And bold, be good or ill his lot assigned : 
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If Heav’n with wealth and ease a bad man bless, 
What can his folly check and vice repress ? 





XLY. THEOGNIS. 


Temper and life and conduct closely scan, 

Nor praise before you fully prove your man. 
Many their nature, like base coin, conceal, 
Assuming for the day what scarce they feel. 
True time the secret of all such shows forth : 
Small hitherto has been my judgment’s worth, 
By sight and guess I prais’d you without proof, 
Now, as a ship from shoals, I stand aloof. 


XLVI. : SAPPHO, 


If for a sovereign of the flow’rs Jove ever should 
make choice, 

Over the flow’rs at once the rose would reign by his 
high voice : 

It is the queen of earth, the pride of plants, the eye 
of flow’rs, 

The maiden’s blush whose beauty as the lightning 
overpow rs, 

It breathes the very soul of Love, it welcomes 
Aphrodite, 

Waving as locks its beauteous leaves which dance 
with young delight, 

The diamond dews of balmy morn with sweet delay 
it quafts, 

And, conscious then of ripen’d charms, at noon to 
Zephyr laughs. 


XLVI. : STMONIDES. 


Since seas tween Europe’s shore and Asia burst 
And fiery Mars rul’d mortal combats first, 

Never has deed been done of fairer worth 

And brighter fame, by men on sea or earth : 

To these at sea a hundred ships of Tyre 

Fall with their hosts: on land to these expire 
Unnumber’d Medes, while Asia with deep groans, 
Struck by both arms, in war her master owns. 





XLVIIL. : MARIANUS SCHOLASTICUS. 


Turn, trav’ller, ‘neath the shade of these tall trees, 
And rest awhile thy wayworn limbs at case ; 
Here, ’mid the planes, from many a limpid source 
Leaps the live stream upon its vagrant course. 
When purple fields the garb of Spring resume 
Soft violets here with blushing rose-buds bloom, 
And here luxuriant thro’ dew-sprinkled vales 
Her wanton locks the serpent ivy trails ; 

Thro’ bushy banks, as bright the waters stray, 
The light earth lapses ‘neath their liquid play. 
The spot is Love. What other name befits 
Where on all Nature ev’ry beauty sits ! 





XIX. SIMONIDES. 


Who stood at stern Thermopyle to dic, 

Beautifal was their lot, their fortune high, 

Their tomb an altar where al] Hellas pays 

For triumph tears, our memory their best praise < 


ey 
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Such sepulchres as have the good are theirs, 

Safe from decay, which Time the tyrant spares ; 

Of Greece the ancestral glory in their grave 

Lies well embalm’d. This noblest witness gave 
Leonidas, of Sparta King, for whom 

Fame’s brightest wreaths of deathless virtue bloom. 





lL. NICARCHUS. 


I can no more—on that old wife, sand-blind and deaf 
as stone, 

A bore, a blockhead, let the street, Onesimus, be shown. 

If I but tell her, as is wont, my pot o’ tea to get, 

Potatoes from the kitchen quick will she before me set : 

Last night when I a pillow ask’d to ease mine aching 
brow 

She fetched me—only fancy what—a huge and hot 
pillau : 

She'll pepper-hox for paper-case, for biscuit basket give, 

Nay! bid her scrve the asparagus she brings a 
cinder-sieve : 

When told to heat she eats my toast, for bowl she 
hands a bow, 

In short whatever one may ask she nothing seems to 
know. 

Sore shame it is that I for her like common crier shout, 

Wak’ning the house with horrid din—by Jove we'll 
turn her out! 


I. JULIAN. 


Tis Philoctetes ! distant tho’ we be, 
In that stern form his sorrows well we see : 
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Wild o’er his brow the squalid tresses float, 

How hard and dry their very tints denote ; 

Oft wrinkles furrow o’er his arid skin 

Whence the touch shrinks to feel the fire within : 
In his pareh’d lids the tears that fall not show 
Sure sign of wasting grief and sleepless wo. 





AIL SIMONIDES. 


When, fleeing trom a storm of wintry snow, 
Gallus, arriv’d a desert cliff below, 

Wrung from his brow the moisture, at his back 
A ray’ning lion filled the hollow track. 

With rapid arm the mighty dram he clash’d 

Till all the cavern with the clangor crash’d. 

The wild beast at the sacred sound dismay’d 
Rush’d wildly thro’ the woody mountain shade 
trom Rhea’s trembling priest, his robes who lays 
And auburn locks, an off’ring in her praise. 





LITE. AGATHTAS. 


‘Tis, Eustace, tho’ but wax, thy form belov’d : 
Ah! when before were those sweet lips unmov'd 
By gentle words? Thy youth’s bright blossom fled, 
Alas! alas! earth’s empty dust instead 

Ts all now left us. Scarce the twentieth sun 

Had of thy fifteenth year its bright course run ; 
Paternal wealth, thy grandsire’s throne, to thee 
Profited nothing. All, thy form who see, 

Blame, fur thy sake, as cruel and unjust, 

The Fates who such rare grace laid low in dust. 
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LIV. SIMONIDES. 


This tomb in Teos, his own land, holds now Anacreon, 

The minstrel, by the Muses blest, immortal fame who 
won ; 

Breathing of Graces and of Loves were still the lays 
he sung, 

His numbers with a soft desire inspir'd for bright and 


young. 

Not that the warm sun he has lost, that Lethe in the 
grave 

He meets, has sorrow weigh’d him down by Acheron’s 
cold wave, 


But that behind amid the young is fair Megistheus left, 

And from bis love the tender boy the Thracian Smerdis 
reft, 

His own old strains, as honey sweet, he does not here 
forget, 

Tho’ dead, his living lyre is heard from Hades tuneful 
yet. 


Ly. SIMONIDES. 


All cheering vine, mother of wine and fruit, 

With tendril delicate and wavy shoot, 

May’st thou in freshness o’er this gravestone bloom, 
And the slight mound which marks Anacreon’s tomb, 
That he, wine-rev’ller, fond of jovial cheer, 

All night may strike the lyre to youth so dear, 

And drink e’en in his grave, and, from thy bough 
The bright grape gather rip’ning o’er his brow, 
Whose dew may moisten the old minstrel well, 
Sweet as the lays which from his soft lips fell. 


LVL 
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LEONIDAS OF TARENTUM. 


Go not about, leading a vagrant life, 
From land to land pursuing pain and strife, 
Go not about! An empty hut will shield, 
And its poor hearth to thee warm welcome yield ; 
Pen if thy loaf be light, its meal tho’ coarse, 
_ And hardly pounded by thy proper force, 
Tho’ herbs be rare and rude, thy simple fare 


To savour, be contented—home is there ! 


LVI. 





LEONIDAS OF TARENTUM. 


List! shepherds, ye this mountain ridge who tread, 
O’er which your goats and fleecy flocks are spread, 
On me, your friend Clitagoras, bestow 

A slight sweet grace for Proserpine below ; 

Bleat for me the lone sheep, and, as they feed, 
From the rude rock some shepherd wake his reed 
Gently, and meadow-flowers of earliest Spring 

To deck my tomb his pitying fellow bring : 

Let him its turf with inilk of fine-lamb’d ewe, 
Holding her udder o’er it, thrice bedew, 
Sprinkling myfotstone. To the dead are paid 
Favours, and e’en by dead returns are made ! 


LVUI. 





ALEXANDER THE ZTOLIAN. 


Home of my sires in Sardis old 
If rear’'d my youth had been, 
Poor were I still, and, beating there 
The painted tambourine, 
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A gold-bedizen’d eunuch liv’d. 
Now Aleman is my name, 

And Sparta, where I dwell, records 
In tripods oft my fame. 

The Heliconian Muses who 
Taught me their dearest lore, 

Than Dascyles and Gyges here 
Have made my greatness more. 





LIX. LEONIDAS OF ALEXANDRIA. 


One wintry night, the pelting storm o’erhead 

Of bail and snow and cold frost as he fled, 

A huge gaunt lion, numb’d thro’ all his frame, 

To a lone mountain hut of goatherds came. 

They, for their helpless flocks forgot all care, 

Raise for themselves to saviour Jove their pray’r. 

Thro’ night’s fierce storm the wild beast stay’d, and 
then 

Stalk’d stately off, uninjuring herds or men. 

They, by this oak, to Jove who haunts hill-peaks, 

This picture plac’d which well their danger speaks. 





/ 


~~ 


LX. ; , MELEAGER. 


The wintry winds are all from Heav’n exil’d ; 

The purple reign of flow’ry Spring has smil't ; 

The fair earth has renew’d her garb of green, 

And budding plants with petals young are seen ; 
The tender dews of teeming morn to quaff 

Open the roses and the meadows laugh ; 

His shrill pipe the pleas’d shepherd from the height 
Plays, and the goatherd his white kids delight ; 
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Now mariners the wide sea fearless sail, 

Their canvas swelling to the gentle gale ; 

Now hymns to Bacchus of the vine are sung 

By youths whose brows with ivy flow’rs are hung ; 
Now ox-born bees their fair works labour’d well 
Concern, as, settling in each curious cell, 

Liquid and light their honied stores they make ; 
Birds their fond notes on ev'ry side awake, 
Swallows on housetops, haleyons on floods, 

Swans upon rivers, nightingales in woods. 

If thus new joy the leafy plant now feels 

And her best beauty the bright earth reveals, 

If skip the fleecy flocks as shepherds play, 

Tf seamen sail and Bacchus’ dance be gay, 

If sing the birds and toil the bees, ‘tis meet 

That minstrels with sweet songs the spring-time greet. 


LXL ARCHILOCHUS. Xx 


O soul, my soul, tho’ tost by care, 
Whence chance of rest is hard and rare, 
Keep up, protect thyself, and throw 

A inanly brgast to meet thy foe. 

Where worst his arms and ambush threat 
Possess thee, firm and fearless, yet ; 

To no proud boasts, when victor, borne, 
By no despair, when vanquish’d, torn ; 
Joy not too loud when life is glad, 

Nor sink too low when days seem bad, 
But still preserve the proper mean 

Each perilous extreme between. 





LXIL 
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LOLLIUS BASSUS. 


Me, bold in storms, let no rude seas sustain, 
Nor love I in dull calm the stirless inain : 


The mean is best, at least in men’s concerns ; 


For what’s enough alone my spirit yearns. 
Lampis, dear love, hate thou the whirlwind strife, 
E’en yet some Zephyrs gently breathe in life. 


LXYIL 





ANTIPHILUS OF BYZANTIUM. 


Spontaneous, beautiful, lo! self-built. cells 

Hung by the bees in air, whence richly wells 

A free boon to man’s life, without the aid 

Of crooked scythe, slow ox, or trenchant spade, 

But a small cup whence, as a fountain, free, 

Flows in fit hive the sweet stream of the bee. 
Farewell, ye light glad births! on flow’rs to feed 
Forth, ye wing’d workers of Heav’n’s nectar, speed ! 


LXIy. 


SIMONIDES. 


Virtue, they say, dwells high ’mid rocks 
Whose steep pass difficulty blocks ; 
There ever is her bright form found 
To sentinel the hallow’d ground, 
But seldom has its pure light been 
By eye of common mortal seen. 
Gnaw’d by sore sweat of soul within 
Onwards and upwards still who press 
Alone may hope at length to win 
That pinnacle of manliness. 





LXV. ANTIPHANES, 


You count, poor wretch, with pebbles! As the wings 
Of Time speed onwards, interest tho’ he brings, 
Hoary old age too presses on his reax ; 

And tho’ you pass not the bright wine-cup here, 

Nor Pleasure round your temples wreathes her flowr’s, 
Nor Love and Beauty solace the swift hours, 

Yet shall you die, your wealth enrich your heir, 

And your cold hand clasp only Charon’s fare. 





LXVI. - PALLADAS. 


The body is a suff’ring of the soul, 

Necessity’s stern load to Fate's sure goal, 

A punishment by torture, a strong chain, 
From whose sore clog releas’d by death again 
The immortal spirit, plum’d on high its wings, 
To light eternal, in God’s presence, springs. 





LXVIL. AGATHIAS. 


Columns and sculptured scrolls, the painter's art, 
Long as life lasts to those who own impart 

A conscious wealth ; but such vain glories shed 
No profit on the spirits of the dead. 

But virtue even there and wisdom’s grace 

Unite, and here hold memory’s best place. 

Thus Plato, Homer, pride themselves alone 

On wisdom, not in canvas nor in stone. 

Happy whose deathless memories remain 

In clever buoks instead of portraits vain ! 





LXVHL SAMIUS. 


The hide and horns a fathom long of buil, presented by 

A king, above the temple gate of Hercules we lie. 

Huge was the bellowing monster’s size and terrible his 
strength, 

By royal Philip’s deadly spear brought to the ground 
at length, 

Beneath Orbélus’ grassy heights he tottered, groaned, 
and fell— 


O happy in Hemathia’s land who ‘neath such ruler 
dwell ! 


LXIX. AGATHIAS. 


Lovey, who would’st in wooing thrive, beware 
Of breathless awe, nor stoop to abject prayer : 
Keep thine own counsel, use a wise neglect, 
Careless thy glances, and thy brow erect : 

To smile at tears, with breaking hearts to play, 
To slight the arrogant is Woman’s way : 

Who well combines the sighing and sublime 
Love’s brightest triumphs crown him in all time. 





LXX. AGATHIAS. 


All things are games: like throws of chance, along 
Is borne the rush of fortune, right or wrong, 

Of human life a slipp’ry semblance oft, 

Now sunk in loss, now thron’d in pride aloft. 

Him praise we then, who moderation’s sway 
Adopts in joy and grief, in life, at play. 
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LXXI. MYBRIAS THE CRETAN. 


My wealth’s my stout spear, my good blade : 
My brave shield from the slain bull made 
Doth well my breast in battle keep. 

With this I plough, with this I reap, 

By this am known the household’s head, 
And from the ripe grape sweet wine tread ; 
And all, who own not spear nor blade, 

Nor brave shield from the slain bull made, 
Kneeling as to their liege lord, bring 
Homage, and hail me mighty king. 





LXXIl. STMONIDES. 


When the wind roar’d against the well-wrought chest, 
When high the rude wave dash’d, with fear opprest 
Fair Danaé sank, while tears bedew’d her face 
Young Perseus as she clasp’d in fond embrace : 

“ Alas! my child what troubles I endure, 

Yet there thou sweetly slumberest, calm and pure ; 
Cheerless our dwelling, bound with bolts of brass, 
And dark, where lividly the moonbeams pass ; 

But thou regardest not the breaking wave 

Which wets not thy long hair, nor winds that rave ; 
In small blue robe thy dear face nestles warm. 

This, if aught could, at least would thee alarm. 
Could but thy young ear hear me, I would thee 
Exhort, sleep on my boy : sleep too thou sea, 

And sleep my measureless ills. O Zeus, I pray 
That soon from thee some better fortune may 

Dawn and descend on us; in future years 

May this our child avenge my wrongs and tears!” 





LXXIU. UNOWNED. 


Proté, thou art not dead, but gonc to regions better far, 

Dwelling in islands of the blest where joys abundant are, 

With fairy foot and lightsome heart, there, midst 
Elysian bow’rs, 

Far from all ills thou roamest free among immortal 
flow’rs ; 

Nor winter chills, nor summer fires, nor thirst nor 
hunger vex, 

Man’s life in thee wakes no regret, no toil nor want 
perplex, 

Its fitful fever well o’er-past, thy spirit, blameless quite, 

In splendour of Olympus near, lives as in native light. 





LXXIV. CALLISTRATUS. 


In wreath of myrtle bound the sword I'll bear, 
Like as of yore the immortal patriot pair, 
Who, killing her black tyrant, fair and free 
Gave Athens, under equal Jaws, to he. 


Thou hast not all, belov’d Harmodius, died, 
But in those isles of bliss dost yet abide, 
Where, swift of foot, Achilles, as bards tell, 
And Diomedes, son of Tydeus, dwell. 


In wreath of myrtle bound the sword T’ll bear, 
Like as of yore the immortal patriot pair ; 
When, at Athene’s solemn feast, their blow 
Laid the black tyrant, stern Hipparchus, low. 


Harmodius and Aristogyton hail ! 
Never your glory thro’ the land shall fail, 
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Who, killing her black tyrant, fair and free 
Gave Athens, under equal laws, to be. 





LXXV. PLATO. 


By sea to Cnidos Paphian Venus came 

There to behold her image voie’d by fame ; 

Her carnest gaze sought ev'ry where and found 
Where pilgrim feet most trod the holy ground— 
“ And did Praxiteles profane ” she cries, 

(Shame on her cheeks yet triumph in her eyes) 

“ Thus, e’en as Nature made, behold me? No! 
Mars’ self alone has train’d his chisel so.” 


LXXVI. ASCLEPIADES. 


Drink, Asclepiades. What tears are these ? 
How ails my friend? In thee harsh Venus sees 
No single spoil, nor ’gainst thy breast alone 

His mortal shaft has Love malicious thrown. 
Why, strong of life, in dust and ashes pine ? 
Rather of Bacchus drink we the good wine 

The rosy morn our cupbearer should be : 

Wait we the moon, that brings us sleep, to see ¢ 
Drink and be gay. A brief space and alas ! 

To endless night in death’s dull sleep we pass. 





LXXVII. LEONIDAS OF TARENTUM. 


[t is our own Anacreon, on marble smooth and round; 
Brimfal is he of gen’rous wine, his brow is chaplet- 
erown'd ; 
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Looks out the fine old fellow from his amorous 
glist’ning eye, 

As fallen to his ancles bare his robes unheeded lie. 

One sandal’s on his shrivell’d foot, its fellow of the pair 

He, like a drunken man, has lost, heav’n only knows 
how, where; 

He lifts on high his lyre, tho’ now illsuited are its 
strings 

To love, and of Bathyllus fair and young Megistheus 
sings. 

Hold father Bacchus, hold him up! for ’tis not right at all 

Of Bacchus the true servant should, uncar’d, by Bacchus 
fall. 


LXXVUI- LEONIDAS OF TARENTUM. 


Sparkling as when the sea she cleft, 
What time her mother’s breast she left, 
Venus upon his raptur’d view 
Beaming, Apelles instant drew 

Her form with grace and beauty rife, 
Kindling with love, instinct with life. 
Well with her rosetipt fingers fair 

She flings the foambells from her hair, 
And well too shines the virgin fire 
From her sweet cyes of calm desire. 
Her snowy bosom’s sink and swell 
Youth’s prime, and ah! its passion tell. 
Even divine Minerva now 

And Juno, Heav’n’s own queen, avow, 
Before such loveliness reveal’d 

«The palm, O Jove, to her we yield.” 
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LXXIX. DIOSCORIDES. 


Who has this oak with new-spoil’d arms heapt round ? 
On whose small Dorian shield the true tale found ? 
Home first from Thyrea’s bloody fight who drew ? 
Of Argos we are left the only two. 
Search ev'ry fallen corpse, lest some one live 
Who bastard glory may to Sparta give. 
Yet stop—Laconia’s victory is reveal’d, 
Bloodwrit on stout Othryades’ good shield. 

* Lo where he gasps! Ancestral Jove, look down 
With hate on battles which no triumphs crown. 





EXXX. ALCUS. 


The victor vanquished ! Who profane 
Has Cupid bound in captive chain? 
Whence on his hand these fetters? why 
This abject look and tearful eye? 
Where, boy, thy swift darts sure of aim, 
Thy bitter quiver hearing flame? 

The sculptor labour’d vainly sure, 

Who, in this slight net, would secure 
Him by whose force the Gods are tost, 
Wavelike, in stormy madness lost. 





LAXXI. ANTIPATER OF SIDON. 


Lampon, the hound of Midas, died of thirst, 

Altho’ for life he struggled stoutly first ; 

Digging with eager feet the humid earth, 

Whose deep springs gave not the slow‘ waters Lirth : 
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Exhausted with vain toil he fell and died, 

Then rose the fountain bubbling at his side. 
Surely the Nymphs, for fawns that he had caught 
And killed, their anger thus on Lampon wrought. 





LXXXIL MELEAGER. 


Cricket, that cheat’st me of regret, thou soother of 


my rest, 

Cricket, that art the rural Muse, with wings sonorous 
drest, 

Natural model of the lyre, come, chirrup something 
sweet, 


As strike upon those vocal wings thine ever active feet: 

O weave with thread-like voice thy strain that causes 
love to flee, 

So, cricket, thou from troubles dark and sleepless care 
wilt free, 

And I to thee for morning gifts will leeks aye-verdant 
bring, 

Whereto, thy tiny mouth to match, the parted dew- 
drops cling. : 


LXXXIII. PHILODEMUS, 


With Paphian Demo—here I tell 

No wonder—first in love I fell : 

Demo of Samos was my second— 

That too no great thing need be reckon’d— 
And, of my Jady-loves, as third 

Tonian Demo was preferr’d : 

And fourthly—for of those all were 

But pretty playthings—after her 
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Bright Demo came of Argolis. 
Surely the Fates determin’d this, 
Since Philo-Demo is my name, 

My sweethearts all as Demos came. 
Certes! with warm desire my breast 
Some Demo fair has aye possest. 


LXXXIV. PHILODEMUS. 


K’en now the rose, the chick-pea in its prime, 

The delicate lettuce in its crisp leaves drest, 

The shiny sprat, the salt-cheese newly prest, 
And earth’s first fruits restore the sweet spring-time ; 
But, Sosylus, the sea we love not now 
Nor haunt as once the cape’s far-looking brow : 
Antigenes and Bacchius were at play 
But yesternoon—we bury them to-day ! 





LXXXV, ANTIPATER OF THESSALONICA. 


Praise of untir’d Antimachus the vigorous verse and bold, 

Well worthy of the eyebrow stern of demigods of old, 

Wrought on Pierian anvil, with the Muses’ fervor hot, 

If thou indeed, by fortune’s grace, a faithful ear hast got, 

If thou a voice admirest where all laughter aye is mute, 

Or if thou seekest a new road untrod by other foot. 

Tho’ Homer hold the crown of song—as Jove superior 
stands 

To Neptune, yet is Neptune next of the immortal 
bands— 

So after Homer ranks the son of Colophon indeed, 

But of all other minstrels he takes easily the lead. 
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LXXXVI. PHILODEMUS. 


Sailors, to mark this Bosphorus of Thrace, 

On seabeat-rock did me Pridpus place : 

Oft at their call, I, quick of help, descend, 
And to their flapping sails light zephyrs lend ; 
Wherefore, as right, O stranger, you behold 
The smoke of fat still round mine altar roll’d: 
Spring garlands too they bring, nor ever tire 
With frankincense and sacrificial fire : 

And yet not e’en whole hecatombs impart 
Such joy to Heav’n as homage of the heart. 





LXXXVH. MUNDUS MUNATIUS. 


I, once a city of much gold, 
Whose ramparts high of eld 
The race of heav’nly lineage sprung 
Of the Atridee held, 
I, who destroy’d the God-built Troy, 
Once fam’d Mycene, I, 
Of demigod Hellenians 
The chosen palace, lie 
A pasture ground for sheep and kine, 
Deserted and o’erthrown, 
Preserving of my former pride 
The bootless name alone. 
Truly of Nemesis the care 
Has favor’d Hium been, 
Thou wast and art a city, while 
No longer I am seen. 





LXXXVIIL PHILODEMUS. 


Our Eagle—in the course erewhile who shin’d 
More than all steeds, of foot as fleet as wind, 
Who erst rich trappings on his lithe limbs bound, 
Whom, as Apollo’s prize, dark Pytho crown’d, 
(When like a bird he started swift of wing) 
And Nemea, land of lions, in its ring, 

And Pisa and the Isthmus, whose tall brow 
Looks down on double seas—is fetter’d now, 
On his old neck a clog, as ’twere a chain 
Grinding between hard stones the golden grain, 
His fate like Hercules, so much who brav’d 
And bore so Jong, at last to be enslav’d ! 





LXXXIX. MARCUS ARGENTARIUS. 


Thou wert broken, pleasant flagon, where good fellows 
often dine, 

After pouring from thine utmost depths the last drop 
of good wine, 

For a well-aimed stone, with heavy crash, from far 
against thee drove, 

From young Dion, like a thunderbolt, not from the 
hands of Jove: 

A great uproar then arose of friends, and many a 
merry joke, 

And our laughter loud against thee rung in pieces 
lying broke— 

I lament thee not, O flagon, who such jolly bouts hast 
seen 

That of Semelé and thee at last like fate has suffer'd 
been. 
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XC. CRINAGORAS. 


The limits of the world are East and West, 

But both extremes have Nero’s deeds confest : 
Sunrise Armenia by his hands subdued, 

And sunset conquer’d Germany has view’d. 

The fame of Rome’s great Emperor afar 

Sound we, and sing his double strength in war ; 
Araxes and the Rhine in downward flow 

That they are drank by captive nations know. 





XCl. AGATHIAS. 


If thou of Spartan race art come, 
O stranger, laugh not here, 

For not on me alone has been 
Misfortune’s hand severe ; 

But, if from Asia, weep not thou : 
For ages past the town 

Eneas built has bow’d its head 
To Dardan sceptres down. 

Thus, tho’ the envious war of foes 
Hath low my dwellers laid, 

Hath ras’d my walls, and holy groves 
Of Gods hath empty made, 

Again I am a Queen, my child, 
O fearless Rome, in thee, 

And on the Greeks thy justice-yoke 
Is bound eternally. 





XCII. MARCUS ARGENTARIUS. 


In the safe port, astern the cables free, 
Let out the willing sails and off to sea, 
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O merchant, for the storms have pass’d away: 

Mild zephyrs smiling o’er the blue waves play, 

The offspring- -loving swallow, found her match, 

Builds high her mud-form’d dwelling in the thateh, 

Ever with fond lips twittering : and flow’rs 

Over the glad earth tell Spring’s recovered pow'rs : 

Wherefore, obeying good Prifpus, now 

Turn, where trade calls, east, west, north, south thy 
prow. . 


XCIIL. . MACEDONIUS THE CONSUL. 


I wish’d not gold, nor with the earth’s proud cities to 
be blest, 

Nor wherewithal blind Homer says that ancient Thebes 
possest, 

But that with lov’d Lyzan wine the round cup still 
may gleam 

While evermore its lip is wash’d by an o’erflowing 
stream, 

Whereof to drink the garrulous choir of gray-beards 
love to join, 

While labour on the cold and wise, mere treaders of the 
vine. 

That plenteously this treasur’d bliss be mine is all I ask, 

Nor for the golden Consuls care while I hold by the 
flask. 


xciV. AGATHIAS. 


“Nothing too much ” the wise man said. But 1, 
Belov’d and beautiful, was rais’d too high, 
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And fondly fancied that my hands within 

Lay all her life whom Heav’n it were to win. 
She, colder still, uprear’d a haughty brow 

As if she blam’d her former weakness now, 
And I, the stern and hard, to pity slow, 

Aloft late soaring, at her feet now low— 

For all was chang’d—mine error humbly own, 
“Be merciful ! ’twas youth which err’d alone.” 


XCvV. MACEDONIUS THE CONSUL. 


The champions of Iacchus king, we, drinkers fast and far 

The course will order of the feast where cups our 
weapons are, 

And from Lyzus’ liberal gifts we'll large libations make. 

For glories of Triptolemus the care let others take, 

Where are the plough, the harness-yoke, the coulter, 
and the kine, P 

The cornfield and the footprints of the ravish’d Proser- 
pine: 

But for the mouth if ever need of any food there be 

The raisin of the vine’s enough for drinkers such as we. 





XCVIL . AGATHIAS. 


Blest hill of Daphne, kiss’d by no bright sea, 
Yield in lone beauty and wild grace to me ; 
For here their mutual meeting place have made 
Nymphs of the glassy deep and forest glade, 
Not without strife: the God with tresses green 
Their umpire was, and plac’d me both between. 


At 
XCVIL UNCERTAIN. 


O smoothly turn’d and single ear’d, 

_ High headed, and long neck’d 

Globe, gurgling with a-narrow mouth ‘~ 
Sweet music seldom check’d, 

Of Bacchus and the Muses, and 
Of Venus joyous friend, ve 

Still at joint revels with bright smile 
Delighted to attend ! 

Why, when I’m sober, art thou drunk ? 
When drunk, why sober thou? 

To fellow-drinking friendship thus 
Thou doest wrong, I trow. 


XCVILE. PAULUS SILENTIARIUS. 


Wear’st thou a head-dress? In love's fire I waste, 
Tow'r-bearing Rhea’s self in thee is trac’d ! 

Ts thy head bare? Those auburn tresses arive 
Sense from my soul that cares not. to survive ! 
Hid’st thou thy flowing locks in snow- -white veil ? 
Flames not a whit less fierce my heart assail. 

Thy triple state the Graces three attend, 

And its own fire knows ev'ry state to send. 





xCcIxX. UNCERTAIN. 


Best mouth of well-tongued Attica, O Plato the divine, 
All Greece in ev’ry page conceal’d no greater voice 
than thine, 
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For thou didst first thine earnest eye to God and 
Heav’n upraise, 

And of blest Genius fling the light on mortal life and 
ways, 4 

And didst with the Socratic sneer unite the Samian 
mind, | 

Of venerable difference proof beautiful to find. 





GQ MACEDONIUS THE CONSUL. 


If hopes, misfortune’s friends, with oft delay, 
Solacing life’s whole course, with mortals play, 
I, man and mortal, still am so betray’d. 

But, tho’ so long the fool of hopes delay’d, 

I pleasure in my very wanderings see, 

And may not of myself sharp censor be, 

For in my mind Anacreon’s words I bear 
“Man it behoves not to keep hold of care.” 


cL LEONIDAS. 


What shall we guess, Pisistratus, on seeing thus the die, 

As Chian known, upon thy tomb in marble sculptur’d 
lie? 

Mayhap that you a Chian were, or gamester—but if so, 

Then surely, my good fellow, not the best hand at a 
throw ; 

Or else methinks, yes so thy life—if yet the mark I 
miss— ~ 

Was lost in unmixt Chian wine. I’m surely right in 
this. 
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cIL SCHRION OF SAMOS. 


Philcenis I, whose fame ‘mong men was spread, 
Here in extreine old age lay down my head. 
Homeward, vain sailor, as the bluff you clear 
Turn me not into jest with ribald sneer. 

Jove I attest, and ev'ry youth below, 

If lewd or common e’er they found me so. 
Polycrates whose birth from Athens sprung, 
With subtlety of hate and evil tongue, 

Ever my foe, has writ—what he has writ— 
Things which I know not of, to name unfit. 





CHUL, ANTIPATER OF SIDON. 


The little Cleodemus who sought still his mother’s 
breast, 

While on the gliding vessel's side his tiny foot he prest, 

A truly Thracian Boreas cast amid the swelling wave, 

Where, for an instant struggling vain, the infant met 
his grave. 

A cruel Goddess, Ino, thou, who did’st not speed to 
ward 

From Melicerta’s match in years such bitter death and 
hard. 


civ. ALCEUS. 


All Hellas mourns, lost Pylades, for thee ; 
Cut to the root her scatter’d hair we see: 
Pheebus, his minstrel honouring, as right, 


eae ee Ve, Pe, MORE: ESAS COMER pen Vinay Mpek.tee OS Kw 


44 


The Muses wept ; his stream Asdpus stay’d 
Hearing by mournful mouths such murmurs made : 
Ceas’d from our halls the Dionysian reel, 

Since thou art gone to Hades, strong as steel. 


ev. DAMAGETAS. 


To aid assail’d Ambracia’s cause 
In vain his buckler here 
Did Aristagoras the son 
Of Theopompus rear : 
That death he rather chose than flight 
Should cause thee no surprise, 
The Dorian not to spare his youth, 
To save his country tries. 





Ovi. DIOSCORIDES, 


Lycambes’ daughters we, (who suffer here 

An evil fame) by all the dead revere, 

Ne’er on our virgin state, nor parents’ name, 
Nor Paros, high and holy isle, brought shame. 
Archilochus has forg’d against our race 

A horrible reproach and slander base. 

By Heav’n and Hell we swear we knew him not 
In streets, nor in great Juno’s sacred grot. 

Had we been lewd and criminal, would he 
Have sought from us his lawful seed to see ? 





cVIL DIODORUS. 


Stranger, by hospitable Jove, we, kneeling, beg of thee, 
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Menis and Polynices both have here been basely slain— 

Nor herein mourn we that our lives by treachery were 
ta’en, 

Beneath the savage Thracian’s hand altho’ we perished 


young, 

But for his old and prostrate age by sore bereavement 
wrung. 

cVILL ANTIPATER. 


Woman, to heav’n why rais’d thy rash hand now, 
Thro’ wild locks streaming o’er thy godless brow ¢ 
Too late thou see’st Latona’s powerful ire, 

And mourn’st the contest ill-advis’d and dire. 
There gasping is one girl: a second here 

Lies breathless stretch’d: a third death hovers near. 
Nor ends thy trouble in their loss : around 

Sons of all years strew dying, dead, the ground. 
Their birth lamenting sore, by grief o’erthrown, 
Thyself, O Niobe, wilt soon be stone ! 





CIX. ERYCIUS OF CYZICUS. 


Daughter of Athens, city mine, 
Me erst from Athens’ shore 
A deadly war with Italy 
A slave in triumph bore, 
And of imperial Rome, our foe, 
A denizen then made ; 
But now in isle-like Cyzicus 
My bones in death are laid. 
Farewell the land that brought me up, 
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And thou, the last of all, that hast 
Received me in thy breast. 





cx. ANTIPATER. 


Sure, Aretemias, that grim ferry o’er, 

When stood thy foot upon Cocytus’ shore, 

Carrying thy dead child at that girlish breast, 

The Dorian daughters at thy death distrest 

Even in Hades wept: whilst, wet and pale 

Thy cheeks with tears, thou told’st the doleful tale 
“ Friends, mine were twins : my Euphron’sstay to Le 
One have I left, and one I bring with me.” 





CxI. DEMODOCUS. 


Bad fellows Cappadocians are; and worse when they 
obtain 

The military panoply : but worst for sake of gain. 

If, haply, on the car of state, they mount but twice or 
thrice 

Puff'd with the pride of place they e’en themselves 
excel in vice. 

Let them not hold a fourth time, King, the reins of 
pow’r, lest so 

The whole world cappadocianized by bad example 
grow. 


CXIL DAMAGETAS. 


Where high Olympus frowns o’er Thracia’s plains, 
Orpheus, the Muses’ son, a tomb contains ; 
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Him rooted oaks, bim lifeless stones obey’d, 
And savage beasts that prow] the forest glade : 
The mystic rites of Bacchus he design’d, 

And to apt notes the lay heroic join’d ; 

His lyre of Pluto scarce-to-be-appeas’d 

The heavy thoughts and stubborn feelings eas’d. 





CXIIL BASSUS OF SMYRNA. 


The hoary brow’d and ancient wife 
So many tales who told, 

Cytotaris, compar’d with whom 
Not Nestor’s self is old, 

More days who numbers than a stag, 
Whose lithe left hand, to run 

A second time her old age thro’ 
Again has just begun, 

Hale as a lass, lives, sees, and hears, 
So that I almost doubt, 

Lest Hades self who puts out all 
Is not at length put out. 





CXIV. CRINAGORAS. 


Alas! what first to say, what last to show ? 
Alas! sole true word in life’s ev'ry wo. 

Gone art thou, dearest wife, whose beauty held 
The wond’ring gaze, whose pure soul all excell’d: 
Truly thy name was Proté: all gave place 

To thine unparallel’d ethereal grace. 





CXV. AUTOMEDON. 


Ten measures of good charcoal bring, if citizen you'd 
be: ; 

Present a pig, Triptolemus himself is nought to thee ! 

With lentils green and cockles fresh, with heads of 
cabbage bribe— 

What matters little if enough—Herclides the chief 
scribe ; 

Bring these, and then for ancestors whom best it 
pleases name, 

Erectheus, Cecrops, Codrus choose, not one will bar 
your claim. 


CXVL ANTONIUS THALLUS. 


Thou, luckless Cleanassa, wert a maid 

For marriage ripe, in youth’s full bloom array’d, 
But, at thy nuptials, neither Hymen, set 
Wedlock to bless, nor smiling Juno met : 

There mournful Hades triumph’d, and around 
Breath’d red Erinnys a portentous sound, 

When the vain torches lit thy bridal room, 

A funeral pyre not marriage bed thy doom. 





CXVIL UNCERTAIN. 


To Satyrs, lovers of sweet wine, 

To Bacchus, patron of the vine, 

Grateful Heronax offers here, 

As first fruits of the prosp’rous year, 
These three casks from his vineyards three, 
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Whence having made libation due 
To Bacchus, and the Satyrs too, 
Freely the ruby juice we'll pour, 
And drink than even Satyrs more. 





CXVIIL ANTIPHILUS. 


Already I approach’d my native shore— 
“To-morrow my long course and hard is o’er.” 
Scarce had I spoke, the stormy seas upsprung, 
And the rash boastful word my conscience stung. 
Talk we not of “to-morrow” : ev’ry word— 
The least—by hostile Nemesis is heard. 





CXIX. ANTIPATER. 


The harp, the arrows and the bow, and eke the curved 
net, 

By Sosis, Philz, Polycrate are gifts for Phoebus set ; 

The archer gives the horntipt bow, the lyre-player his 
shell, 

The hunter brings the woven threads that snare the 
wood-game well ; 

Thus pow’r to wield the winged dart, the triumphs of 
the lyre, 

The choicest spoils of hunter’s skill, may each in turn 
acquire. 


CXx. UNCERTAIN. 


The red Bistonians Orpheus dead to see, 
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Sore griev’d, with bloody arms and bosoms bare, 
Strewing black ashes in their frantic hair: 

Wail’d with heart-grief Lyceeus’ loving shell, 

Fast tears from the Pierian Muses fell, 

Ags mourn’d they o’er the minstrel: issued moans 
From rocks and trees erst sooth’d by his lov’d tones. 


CXXL UNOWNED. 


When Love and Venus crown’d thee with delight, 
Clos’d thy sweet eyes, Patrophila, in night. 

Thy lively spells, thy song and lyre we miss, 

The wine-cup richer from thy rosy kiss. 

Why cruel Hades hast thou snatcht away 

A girl so dear? thy mind did Venus sway ? 





CXXI. JULIAN, PREFECT OF EGYPT. 


Alas! alas! the sweet spring of all grace 

To storms of rav’nous Hell has yielded place: 
The tomb has snatch’d thee from the glorious sun, 
Ere of thine years a sad sixteenth was run : 

To spouse and sire, blinded with sorrow’s blight, 
Thou, Anastasia, dearer wert than light. 





CXXIII. ANTIPATER, 


The bull that on Orbélus’ heights, once bellowing that 
stray’d, 
Wild animal that erst 2 waste of Macedonia made, 
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The royal Philip, lightning-like, the Dardans who 
o’erthrew, 

Smiting him in his central front, with hunting jav'lin 
slew : ‘ 
These horns that fenc’d his mighty head, this strong 

and shaggy hide, 
Before thee, Hercules, he brings—in not unnatural pride, 
From thee as from a root he sprung, in him it seems 
not ill, 
Rivalling the ancestral art, the forest bull to kill. 


CXXIV. UNOWNED. 


Still in youth’s prime, a beardless stripling quite 
Has envious Fate deprived of life and light, 
And rudely marr’d his mounting hopes, unkind, 
Who left of his wise hand such proofs behind. 
Dear Earth ! on Aquilinus lightly lie, 

And o’er him wealth of sweetest flow’rs supply, 
Such as in Araby or Ind are thine ; 

So may we, from the fragrant dust, divine 
That, by the Gods belov’d, a lad here lies 
Worthy libations, frankincense, not sighs. 

A youth of twenty Fate has quickly ta’en, 
Now rais’d by virtue where the blessed reign. 





CXKV. ANTIPATER 


Once Bacchylis, of Bacchus’ cups the lees, 
Lying in sickness, spoke to Deo these— 
“Scape I this deadly fever-wave, for you 


Tl drink, for suns one hundred, nought save dew, 
no 
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Nor mix a drop of wine.” Her danger past, 
On the same day this plan of fraud she cast : 
A sieve she took in hand with moisture wet, 
Where at one glance ber hundred suns she met. 





CXXVI. ARCHIAS. 


These sandals from Bitenna came, and from Philcenis 
fair 

The purple cap that well protects the often wand’ring 
hair, 

From light-hair’d Anticlé the fan, the sultry June to ; 
ease, 

Which in its folded wing conceals an artificial breeze, 

And, thin concealment of the face, coy Heracleia set 

The veil whose delicacy match’d the spider's airy net, 

And she, who bears her father’s name, our lov’d 
Aristotele 

The gemméd snake that bright enwreath’d her ala- 
baster heel. 

To thee these splendid presents bring, connubial Venus, 
we, 

Alike in age and mind, who dwell by Naucratis’ mild 
sea. 


CXXV1I. MELEAGER. 


Who round Mars’ battlement these spoils has plac’d ? 
Me they delight not—rather I’m disgrae’d ! 

For neither crestless helm nor splinter’d spear, 

Nor shield, with blood bedyed, are hung up here. 
Vain glittering baubles, by no iron bruis’d, 

Seh as tncdanres. nak in war ata sea 
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To deck a bridal hall: with human gore 
Mars’ shrine should boast of weapons crimson’d o’er. 





CXXVIIL G@TULICUS. 


To thee, who watchest the sea strand, 
These cakes of kneaded meal 

I send, slight offering but sincere 
Of sacrificial zeal : 

To-morrow, hast’ning to the breast 
Of mine own Eidothé, 

I shall the wide wave overpass 
Of yon Ionian sea. 

O Venus, love and sail alike 
Shine thou propitious o’er, 

Sweet mistress of the marriage-bed, 
And eke the ocean-shore ! 





OXXIX. ANTIPHILUS OF BYZANTIUM. 


Kept from last year, an apple large and fine, 
In youthful bloom still beautiful, is mine ; 

No spot, nor flaw, with down, as apples new 
Close clinging still their leafy boughs unto : 
Rare honour to December, but for thee 

Such fruit, O Queen, as cold as snow must be ! 





CXXX. ANTIPHILUS OF BYZANTIUM. 


Mistress, I low in fortune am. But, since the heart it 
tells, 
The wealth of aji around me pil’d my humble gift excels: 
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Receive thou then, soft, fleecy, warm, the cov’ring I 
display, 

Conspicuous with its purple bright, with woven roses 
gay, 

Of choicest wool well-labour'd ; and this nard for thy 
dark hair 

Enclos’d in azure crystal lest its sweets be lost in air, 

A fit vest for thy fairest skin where love and taste excel, 

While from thy glossy ringlets breathes a more am- 
brosial smell. 


CXXXL THEODORIDAS. 


A. Tell me, sea-labyrinth, who has offered thee 
A waif, a trophy from the foamy sea ? 
B. Me Dionysius, Protarchus’ son— 
A present from rever’d Pelérus won, 
Where thro’ the winding strait the pent sea raves— 
Has offer’d to the Nymphs who dwell in caves, 
To be encircled by their fingers fair, 
A pretty marvel and a plaything rare. 





CXXXIL PAULUS SILENTIARIUS. 


Upon a pine this lion hide, arm’d with the five keen 
claws 

Of its huge feet, and, stain’d with blood, the widely 
open’d jaws 

Drawn from its head, goat-footed Pan! the Arab 
Teuccr here 

Has, rev'rent, plae'd for thee, and eke his rustic 
hunting spear, 
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Half-eaten, on whose point the marks of savage teeth 
remain, 

Whereon the wild beast emptied out his angry growl 
in vain : 

And Water-Nympbs, with those who love to haunt the 
leafy glade, 

Now dance, since he is dead whose roar so oft, their 
hearts dismay’d. 


CXXXIII. UNOWNED. 


These for their country bar’d their blades in fight, 
Scatt’ring her insolent foes in panic flight, 

Firmly and fearless fought, nor car’d to save 
Lives best rewarded with a common grave, 

That slav’ry’s yoke on Greece might never rest, 
Nor crouch her sons by tyrant scorn opprest. 
Now in her breast their fatherland defends ._ 
Their honour’d dust, and Jove to man commends. 
« Gods err not, they alone do all things well ; 
’Neath Fate’s decree man never liv’d but fell.” 


CXXKIV. : MACEDONIUS THE CONSUL. 


To Bacchus with the ivied hair, 
The swain who tends the vine, 
Lenagoras, has offer'd up 
A Satyr full of wine. 
One sure would from his heavy head, 
The skin, hair, ivy, grapes, 
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Art has by voiceless forms indeed 
Here copied Nature well, 

The molten mass “neath master hand 
Endur’d not to rebel. 





CXXXY. CRINAGORAS. 


Erewhile we roses bloom’d in spring, but now 
Our crimson buds grace gloomy winter's brow, 
Smiling upon the day when thou wert born, 
And pleas’d with this thy latest maiden morn. 
To wreathe the bride Callista is more sweet 
Than wait the sun of merry May to greet. 





CXXXVI. ANTIPHILUS OF BYZANTIUM. 


Me, made for Bacchus, who, with Ceres’ fruits 
Has fill’d, a cask whom Adria’s nectar suits ? 
What grudging is there of good wine to me? 
Of vessels fit for corn no want can be! 

Both are dishonour’d : Bacchus robb’d has been, 
And when with drunkenness was Deo seen ? 





CXXXVHL. PHILIP OF THESSALONICA. 


The rounded lead, the page’s margin mark, 
The knife that pen-wise shap’d the reedy bark, 
The rule above, the pumice from the sea, 

The dried stone in whose bosom oft holes be, 
I to the Muses bring, life’s business o’er, 

Since thro’ old age mine eyes can see no more. 
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CXXXVOL EVENUS. 


O Attic maiden, honey-fed, a chirping tettix who 

Chirping hast seiz’d, and bear’st the feast thy callow 
nestlings to, 

Should prattler treat the prattling so, the wing’d the 
rich of wings, 

The bird the fly, both strangers, whom together sum- 
mer brings ? ; 

Wilt thou not let it quickly go? Sure, ’tis not right 
at all 

Nor just’ that fellow-songster should by fellow-songster 
fall! 


CXXXIX. SAPPHO. 


Seems beyond mortal blest to me 
The youth, who, face to face with thee, 
Sits, and, of Gods the equal, near 
Lends to thy sweet speech list’ning ear. 


Thou smilest lovingly ! my breast 
That heav’n-smile robs of all its rest, 
For when I see it, as one dumb 

No longer my chok’d accents come. 


My tongue quite fails me: all my skin 
A fine flame instant steals within ; 
My quencht eyes nothing see around, 
Tingle mine ears with dizzy sound ; 


Cold sweat upon my brow is seen ; 
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Than grass I turn: and, lacking breath, 
T seem as on the brink of death. 


Yet must I venture all, since poor 
* * * * 





CxL. ANTIPATER OF. THESSALONICA. 
Those who in verse use hard strange words, reject, 
A tribe of poets who but thorns collect, 

Who, practising'of feet the order'd count, 

Drink little water from the sacred fount. 

Great Homer and Archilochus to-day . 

We toast : to smaller fry our flask says nay. 





FINIS, 





